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"No Doubt!" 



Everybody knew he had only three months to live. Everybody, that is, 
except Chos skyong and his wife. 

"I miss my livestock. I really want to go home," Chos skyong 
said to all his visitors. 

They all understood. Chos skyong was a successful herdsman 
with hundreds of yaks and sheep. 

Chos skyong had left home two months earlier and had just 
returned from the provincial capital for Lo sar 'Tibetan New Year', 
which he would spend with his wife in a rented apartment in the 
Township Town at the suggestion of his family and relatives. It would 
be warmer than in his house in the mountain pasture. 

Locals often visit those who experience difficulties. Many came 
and gave cash to Chos skyong, who sat on a sofa and chatted, his 
clothes hanging on his body like a scarecrow. Most visitors didn't know 
how to start a conversation after registering his appearance. He smiled 
and tried to talk, but speaking required much effort. 

His wife was happy that so many came and she energetically 
attended the visitors. 

One inebriated visitor apologized for his late visit, presented 
one hundred RMB, and then talked about his current life with his son 
after his wife left them. "I only own a few sheep, but life is still 
sustainable," he concluded as he took an open bottle of clear liquor 
from his robe pouch. He took a swig, and thus encouraged said, "As 
long as a person survives, the property is nothing!" 

Chos skyong agreed and repeated, "As long as a person survives, 
the property is nothing!" 

It was not Chos skyong's first time to recite this mantra. He had 
said it three years earlier when his son, who was in his mid-twenties, 


+Klu thar rgyal. 2019. "No Doubt!" Asian Highlands Perspectives 58:435- 
437 - 


• 435 * 



Vol 58 2019 Asian Highlands Perspectives 2019 Vol 58 

had died in a car accident, leaving two little daughters. Chos skyong 
now had to struggle to make a living for his two granddaughters and 
their future. After their son passed away, Chos skyong and his wife 
worried about their own unpredictable deaths, concerned about their 
very young granddaughters. 

"I asked our monastery to chant for your recovery. It seems to 
have worked. You look much better," another visitor said 
encouragingly a few hours later. 

He nodded and said, "Definitely! No doubt!" 

"Shall I ask them to do more chanting?" the visitor asked. 

"No, thanks. My family's monk-diviner is coming soon!" he 

replied. 

Three years earlier, he hadn't been able to figure out why 
misfortune had come to his family until his family's monk-diviner 
persuaded him that fate and death are not in our hands, an idea he had 
accepted. 

A decade ago, a bellyache had pushed Chos skyong to consult 
his family's monk-diviner, who had suggested he consult the most 
famous Tibetan traditional doctor in the province. In the ten years 
after that consultation, he had taken medicine from three famous 
traditional doctors, and the medicine seemed to have worked. 

However, two months earlier, Chos skyong's bellyache had 
become more severe. His son-in-law, Skal bsang, the only literate 
person in Chos skyong's family, accompanied him to the provincial 
hospital. Though he had a college degree, Skal bsang had been unable 
to find a job. 

After Chos skyong's son's death, his daughter-in-law had soon 
returned to her parents' home, leaving the two children with their 
grandparents. Chos skyong's daughter and Skal bsang decided to move 
to Chos skyong's home from Skal bsang's parents' home. At that time, 
Chos skyong owned many yaks and sheep. Locals were jealous, and 
consequently, various rumors circulated about Skal bsang. 

The provincial hospital doctor said Chos skyong had only three 
months to live and nothing could be done to change that. 
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Skal bsang phoned Chos skyong's close relatives. After 
discussion, they decided to keep this a secret from Chos skyong and his 
wife. 


Tibetan Terms 


chos skyong 
klu thar rgyal 
skal bsang 
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